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E WAS standing stoop-shoulaeren

The Man in the Gun Pit ‘

H and seen the darkness surrounded by end-
as heavy and unwieldy as himself, | and nuts, a

less sections of iron, studded with bolts
bove which was the opening
and even then I had a dim reslization that | which led to air and light; and down there
the resemblance between them extended as I in the half-light I saw the hole leading to
much to the inner life as to the outer ap- | unknown regions of mystery and gloom in
pearance. A series of wvivid pic-!ure:ﬂ‘whirh the gas furnace lived; and as I
strengthened the abiding sense of one tife | leaned down close to the foul slurry to
lived in common by Man and the Material look in he told me of the man overcome
upon which he worked, | by the fumes while mending a leakage, and
The first came to me when I saw the how the others had dragged him out and
jacket, no longer inert, emerge from the  laid him in that same slurry, into which he
furnace. SMhwly it swung out, suspended rapidly began to sink, and how it was left |
by the crab, which creaked and groaned for Him to realize that at whatever cost
its recognition of the weight it hore. Hot. this other man must reach the air above.
though not glowing, it moved across from | There beside me was the spiral staircase
furnace to pit, pulsating with the life that | up which he had staggered, round and
even a temperate heat can infuse. As it round and round, with that weight on his
descended, encircling gradually the inner shoulder, till air and life were reached.
tube around which it was to be built, he| And always what I have seen is more
stood leaning over the edge with one hand | than a place or a man; it is the spirit and

raised to guide the crane driver, and the | the life of both living in the one as much
y that heat had given to the | as in the other.
jacket seemed to smoulder in him. With | ET once again came
& shout he warned the man that the mo-| and revelation. It
ment had come; the crab was loosened, and ! the gun dipping, and the stillness of com- |
swung rapidly aloft, creaking victoriously | pleted preparation had come upon the
at the release of its burden. place. The shadowy sense of foreboding |
And, again, the underlying likeness was | before the coming event added to the mys- |
strengthened in my mind when I saw him | tery and gloom already conveyed by the
at the dipping of the Howitzer packets— | Ealf-light glittering through the slit walls.
those stubborn iron pigs, who kicked and | A man here and there slouched against the
grunted, jerking themselves on their sides, | doymant tubes, or sauntered aimlessly—
lurching forward on to their noses, or|waiting.
backward on to their sterns, and all in ai During this time he, too, stood about, or
vain attempt to avoid the inevitable end.|sauntered until the time should be ripe.
In front of the furnace, shielding their|Not a man looked toward the one spot of
eyes as best they might, stood six men |life which formed the centre and con-
With iron hooks they pushed and prodded, | sciousness of the group, but each was
until with a last little rush of yielding they | aware of it as a part of himself,
drew the reluctant jackets completely out| The great furnace which had hitherto
of the throbbing glare in which they lay.| heen but one of a group of furnaces had
Cnce out, and the furnace door shut, it was | sprung into prominence; bursts of flame
an easy matter to run an iron bar through, | gushed from it in intermittent puffs, and
attach the loops from the crab, and swing | it seemed surcharged with a life which it
each pig helpless through the air until it | could not much longer contain. In their
descended in one last spurt of flame into | wanderings the men, though with apparent
the oil pit. As he watched and directed, | unconcern, made it the centre of their orbit,
the answering stubborn glare in his eyes| At Jast he made his decision, gave a
gpoke the nature of the man and the ma- | chout, and they all sprang into life and ac-
terial. Tt was only dimmed by the final|tion. The crane driver lowered the crab,
conquest of the oil bath, and he came up | until, with slow groanings, it almost dis
tc me &t last, all stubbornness replaced by | appeared into the furnace. The attach.
the quiet triumph of the conqueror \ment depending from it settled iteelf firm-
E SEEMED the personification of the' ly about the collar of the tube within the
pit itself, that building oddly named, | furnace, and the moment had come.
which towers even higher into the sky than | A group of men vigorously wound a

it sinks below the surface of the ground. | winch and the doors began slowly to open
At first sight the impression was that of

The glare and throbbing heat threw all
space, vast, abounding space, ®nd it was

| elze into an even greater shade, and the
only by degrees that there came fo me the | great building became still more like a
recognition of a group furnaces in one |
corner; a crane, with ladders and stages |
ascending to the roof, in another; a couple |
of oil pits, and in the centre the great pit
iteelf, from which the whole is named.

It seemed a mere outer show of that
which lay within his mind, with its hud-
dled group of experiences: the week-endon
the Continent which had whetted his ap-
petite for travel; the day in Oxford from
which he had returned satiated by beauty,
his arms as full of flowers as they could
hold: and behind it all, like the grit on the
ground, and the oil on the stagings, the
rougher, cruder experiences of boyhood |
and youth; hardship, suffering, struggle,| and then gradually begins the descent.
wrongdoing, followed by the wider repent-| With the first touch of the il there is a
e that brings content with what nas|cloud of steam and hissing, which increases

i
a time of action
was the time of |

same vitalit

secret rite was taking place.

AN'D now into the circle of light thrown
from those doors he comes, h

hody curved with intensity as he examines
the work of his hands. Again a shout, and
this time the great tube slowly leaves its

darkness,
At once its fiery surface is flaked hera
and there with black scale, as the cold air

life of the whole is untouched.
for a moment quivering above the oil pit, |

anc
Leen e thus, and only thus, could real | in volume till the fumes burst into flame,
knowleige come. and the final disappearance of the tube is|
And the outstanding impression of the in a blaze of light. And now the only trace |
was as that of shop—space. His' of its existence is in the sullen boiling of
! viedee of men and of guns had taught | the oil. |

kim that one is not as another, and that| This, the consummation in the life of the
what is right for this man may be wrong | gun pit, reached also a summit in the reve- |
for that, just as the treatment meted out |lation of the man, its genius. In him was
4o one gun may differ in vital details from | the same intensity of glow, touched 1
that suited to another.
1t was no wonder that on the one hand | cuter air. No more than the gun itselt
he held no bounden creed himself; nor | would he go down without the last burst
that on the other, after one week's tria! | of flame, nor leave a surface untroubled
nt up, they [hy sullen boiling. That atmosphere of
ield expert: | gloom and steam, mingled with the all-per-

*
*

and two samples of steel
should have wired to the Eh
“Come back, and leave it to Him."”

I HAVE gone up to the top with him, and | things uncovered; behind me,
seen him hang suspended in mid-air

on & slender i vod, laughing up at me

like a boy who gl his strength; I
have gone down to the depths with him,

I

of the outer world, I could hear the reso-
rant groaning of the crab—H. F. R, in
The Athenszum.

ories in

Quon A Few Nuggets of East
' African Wisdom

1
He who pegs out the skin of an animal

Curse of
Qwon” (Mandarin)

HIS is a multiple reel and the first

“The

T

production of
nly Chinese film menufact- | himself.)
....... country, It deals g
» of & Chinese god that fol-| Where the ox falls there it is slaugh-
«guse of the influence of | tered. (If you differ with a person, fight
The first part is it out on the gpot.)

[ ]

nia, showing the intrigues
1 his country in|
hical govern- |
L 1o are working for the |
sts in favorof a Chinese republic.

A man in need is an ax; he tires not.

The first wife is not abandoned.
L

. ®

5 : g Thine own bad thing is hetter than the
it of the procuction. 2| pood thing belonging to some one else.
last part of the film is made in China and | '
;'a;'em‘l;; portrays actuel Chinese customs, | 1e o trep leans over it is certainly rot-
1abits, ete.—~From Th ic | 9 o g

oto~F The Dramatic Mirror.|4.n and it is unable to raise itself again.

-
A love story begins here, and is carried |

through the r {

Tp point the finger is the root of a
quarrel. (Pointing the finger at a perzon
is regarded by the natives as a great in-
sult.)

An old person is a rubbish heap to carry
| everything to, good and evil.
-

| duty the orphan child listens.
! - - ]

'bite. (A child need not be taught the cus-
toms of his awn people.)

A bad ehild is not abandoned.

A cocoanut is not planted in the house.

| (Murder will out.)

L]

The word of & poor orphan is not be-
lieved.

| It is a quite different sea feeling than that | of love.”

cavern in the dim recesses of which some 1sbsu!uuly mine for possession and care thap

is eyes | : ] : 3

: "% | to get out into the world (till 1 came), like
shielded by an arm and the whole of his | s enchanted princess. Her eall had come
| looked, 1 had barely heard her name, and yot

glowing den and swings out alone into the | sortion of our future, to sink or swim to

& Sex b ) Isati | sense of the intensity of existence as [ have
takes effect on its heat, but the pulsating |, ver felt before or since. I discovered how
It hangs | much of a seaman I was, in heart, in mind,

.ut | But for the crowded millions still to come.

| unextinguished by the incrustations of the | mppi. ynhorn generations, is your war
'y i - »

vading smell of oil, held a sense of hiddenl

after I had gained, the light and eunshine |

ity |
the Mandarin Film |draws 1t toward himself. (Every man for|

'Call to your legions! See, honor and

The child of a snake is not taught to'Tyrunts are plotting your death and your |

Ol’l_ OE_War

A Cubist CI;O sé;SecEi

Pliny the Elder

AIUS PLINIUS SECUNDUS, bet-
‘ ter known as Pliny the Elder,
died at Naples 1,838 years ago—
August 24, 79 A. D. The son of 'a
| Roman eques, he was born at Comum in
| the year 23 A. D, Before he was 12 years

he was educated under P. Pomponius
Secundus, poet and military commander,
who inspired in him a love of philosophy
lJ'.nd rhetoric. His military career was
[rot insignificant, and he saw service as
| a commander of cavalry under Corbulo
in Lower Germany. Famous principally
for his rather stupendous work, the Nal-
|urm'in Historia, he was the author also of
[a “History of the German Wars" in
twenty books, which, however, was soor
superseded by writings of Tacitus and
sank into oblivion.

It was his interest in natural phenom-
[ena that resulted in Pliny’s death. He
| was stationed at Misenum, as praefect of
| the Roman fleet, at-the time of the erup-
tion of Vesuvius which overwhelmed
| Pompeii and Herculaneum. A desire for

;led shim to cross the bay to Stabim, whers

| he perished.

—From La Baionette

When Ships Are Not Boards

preliminary toil and disenchantments of an

to study called forth the following
comment from his nephew aad heir, Piiny
the Younger, in a letter written to Macer,
twenty-seven years after his uncle’s
death:
“He began to work long before daybreak.

He read nothing without meking ex-
tracts; he used even to say that there was

OSEPH CONRAD is essentially the I and, as it were, physicslly—s man exclusively
of gea and ships; the sea the only world that obseure career.

man of ships. His fine feeling fDr"'Oll"llFf[ S b s b b Ggloliadtuce . : :
i o g 8 - e ) r . 10 3 '8, Lk oat of manlinass, “My id ce ran over her, envel .
the sea distinguishes all his work. of tempersment, of courage and fidelity—and | appropriated the form concreting the “;:;:;JE no book ®o bad as not to contain some-

ent my command. A lot of details | thing of value. In the eotintry it was only
s to 4 seaman strick my eye, vie- | the time when he was actually in his bath
it instant. For the rest, 1 <aw her | that was exempted from study. When trav-
i from the material conditions of | elling, 88 though free from every other care,
seing. The shore to which she was!he devoted himsetf to study alone,
moored was as if it did not exist. What were | In short, he deemed all time wasted t
to me ull the countries of the globe? In all | not employed in study.”

J

displayed by Mr. Stevenson—less spectacu- | E STOOD on the wharf, charmed. He | pereep
lar and, in a sense, perhaps, less romantic; feasted his eyes on the vigorous b R
but profounder, many have thought. When | . 0 v p 00 Cirtues: i
he is writing of ships Mr. Conrad's

hat was

“At first glance [ saw that she was a hich

¢1d his father took him to Rome, where|

¢ closer observation of the phenomenon,!
| as well as to rescue some of his friends, |

IS abounding industry and devotion |

I The only fruit of all this unwess
dustry that has survived to

lis the Neturalis History

!present form cvnsiatan:;f b
books—a vast encyclopadia of ;
| knowledge and belief turning y 3
every known subject. It com o
|matters of importance, colleg

12,000 volumes, the works o?dlg'.
of authority, together with 4
| matter, the results of hi
|end observation,

443"

s om e

iA S TO Pliny's theories and

! no doubt he Was considareg
|rimo one of the maddest of the
{ Of the infiniteness of the world

‘ *The world, and whatever thy
we otherwise call the hesvens, jy
lof which all things are inclo
| concelve to be a Deity, to be
| cut bounds, neither created, nop
any time, to destruction. To fngul
3 to . n
is bevond it is no concern of m.‘:":"
the human mind form any ee Mooy,
I ¥ B)ectan ™

i by

aapy:
be

e
sed, wy e
wik.

specting it s sacred, eternal, yunq

..::. }.‘;Iilrrl.:h..”n.ll ol :’!'..' I'.nd"d i

:‘:;;tl.'-..n'..:; the ost cerita ¢ el

vet like wh s uncertal

.if!"";:?‘: Il-:n'hlr.u'_l: ::e:i?ln{h;‘l‘;ﬂ:ﬂ
e work of nat

I :?itlt:'c- ‘mv\:-,-,. " RATING: Ba0.Thet o

With Ptolemy, he believed in ‘h‘m
lecal form of the world. “That It Bas iy
| form of a perfect globe,” he writes—

“We learn from the name whiech Pt e
| uniformly given to it, as well ag fron

| erous natural arguments, For not only e
a figure of this kind return everywhey

itself and sustain iteelf e o
self, requiring no ad
ble of either end or
its parts, and 15 best
with which, as wi
continually turnin
hecause we per
| sight, to be, in ¢
| tral, which could

Iﬂ:" any other figure

¥ part, convex apd pm
t be the case wam g

touch is deeply affectionate, yet alwaysl f :
clues vessel, & harmonious ereature in the

» 3 i ke |
sturrg}. Tn.hlm ships are not—as UPON | iy of her fine body, in the proportioned
the lips of Shylock they were made to ap- | tallness of her spars. Whatever her age and |
pear—but “boards,"” though sailors hap-| her history, she had preserved the stamp of
pily remain mere men. To Conrad the her origin. She was one of those craft that, |

ames of Russi

: P ; : {in virtue of their design and eomplete finish,
nautical scene is richly furnished with a| . ij never look old. Among her companions

glow of life, which invests each ship with | moored to the bank, and ull bigger than hor
a vivid, haunting personality. self, she looked like a creature of high breed

= ) W s | —8R Aral steed in a ctring of eart horses.
In his newest book, “The Shadgw L:.ne. | “A voice behind me said in a nasty equiv
this writer registers finely and with bright | cal tone: ‘1 hope you are satisfied with her,

charm the sense of elation experienced by |cuptain' 1 did not even turn my head. It |
a young captain newly placed in command | ¥** the master of the steamer, and whatever
s y P | ke meant, whatever he thought of her, I knew

of a vessel. He was young and a sailer by '..har., like same rare women, she was one of

I LL similes limp more or less, but it

shone in the twilight like a dark pool of
water, The sideboard, surmounted by a wid
looking glass in an ormolu frame, had =
marble top. It bore a pair of silver plated
lamps and some other pieces—abviously =
karbor display. The saloon itself was pan-
elled in two kinds of wood in the excellient
simple taste prevailing when the ship was
built.

the parts of the world washed by navigable
[he William J
is pretty certain that he who has

waters our relation to each other would be
4 l studied the works of both the only

the same—and more intimate than there are

worda to express in the language.”

A ND when he went within the ship new

£ delights rewarded him:

“The mnhogany table under the skylight

sroad-gauged creator of a genuine Ameri-
an philosophical world system and of the
one truly remarkable thinker that Russia
has ever produced will easily find for him-
self the reason why such a caption as

instinet as well as training. And he|those creatures whose mera existence is
exulted : enough to awaken an unselfish delight. Ons | "1 sat down in the srmchair at the head | the above sprang into being. Few outside
feels that it is good to be in the world in:of the table—the captain’s chair, with a : . . .
“A ghip! My ship! She was mine, more {which she has her being. small telltale compass swung above it—a the strictly phﬂasophlcal cm:les.s nm‘i the
small group of students of Russian litera-

mute reminder of unremitting vigilance.

“A succession of men had sat in that chair.
| became aware of that thought suddenly,
vividly, as though each had left a little of
himself between the four walls of these or-
nate bulkheads; as if a sort of composite
!coul, the soul of command, had whispered
suddenly *o mine ol long days at sea and of

“That illusion of life and character which
charms one in men's finest handiwork radi-
ated from her. An enormous bulk of teak- |
wood timber swung over her hatchway; life-
lass matter, looking heavier and bigger then
anything aboard of her. When they started
lowering it the surge of the tackle sent a
quiver through her from waterline to the
trucks up the fine nerves of her 1 , A
though she hud shuddered at the wel It
| eapmed eruel to load her so.

“Half an hour later, putting my foot

ture have a correct idea of the work of
Viadimir Solovioff and his claim to being
counted among the world’s philosophical
classics,

:m}flhing in the world; an object of responsi-
bility and devotion. She was there waiting
for me, spellbound, unable to move, to live

| |

to me as if from the elouds. 1 had never sus-

pected her existence. I didn't know how she Britannica has not as much as a cross-ref-

erence at the place where we had the right
to expect a full-sized article.
Well, everything comes

v

anxious moments
“'You, ' it geemed to say; 'you, too,|

taste of that peace and that unrest in

intimaey with your own self-

too!

we were indissolubly united for a certain
to him who

rehing

gether! on
“A sudden passion of anxious impatience | her deck for the hret time, I received the | ehscnre as wo wera and as supreme in the |wajts, The man who during his lifetime

ed th ¢ vein ; such 1 i 7 dee sical satisfaction. Noth- | fuce of all the winds | all the seas, in an ¥ —
rusked through my veins, gave me such a | feeling of deep physical sati 10 oti- | fa : nds and the seas was regarded by all but a few friends and

NIty At receives no impress, pre-
no memories and Keeps no reckoning

q

ing eould equal the fulnesa of that momens, th
the ideal completeness of that emotinnal
live

experience which had come to me without the lof 1

|disciples merely as a clever and, at that,

3."

Current War Poetry

the

lern Russian thought.

I To the small but solid group of “appre-
ciations” which appeared since Solovioff's
death in non-Russian periodicals must be
joined the well deserved trihute of love
and respect paid the great Russian

| €erving the minions of Mammon around ; And wheat that should sueccor a
|

Children of War

world's distress,—

her, 5

_ | 7

TOT for & transient victory, or some Fade when the Eagle of Liberty|Till the deep sea groans for the bounty it thinker and brilliant writer by Mrs. J. N
5:‘?-,1hhnrn belief that we alone are SQTEAME. i hore, Duddington in the last number of the
right; | Blow, all ye trumpets! Exult, O ye na.| And the outraged waves shout out to the | “Hibbert Journal” (London), in the shape

v 5 = A 2 illi 2 Frmpids ? 0

Not for a code or conquest do we fight, | tions! shore of a brilliant essay on the trend of his re-

Freedom’s high priestess is once more | Through the blood-stained foam on our|ligious philosophy
1 ¥

iron lips,
Ships! More ships! 1Throwlng the Gods Out
Rouse her to action and whole-hearted | Of the Window.

aid. | Ships! (cry the buoys). How else shall be| Who was Viadimir Solevioff? The f
| Outwitted the dragons that crouch in the|g.ois ooncerning -his. oxrer‘nu.l Ii.f: :::

-

|

| arrayed

Although it is our blood that pays the ; Proudly for battle. A world’s tribulations |
price. |

Be worthy, children, of our sacrifice, |

|

|

And dare to make your lives worth fight-

ing for. Hail, she is coming! Behold then her e quickly told. He was the son of 3
: . s banners! How elee, when the rlr::gnr,-‘s are msstered.;uua 3;153,_‘..”.53“ :'er;?i \};?-\i;:l;[;ic;hi ::
a long time | We give up all we love that vou may loathe, Who shall retard her triumphant ad- and dead, i'-':urf (1820-1879), the mti‘.ur of a; m ty
Intrigue and darkness; that you may vance? Shall the world be fed? . . . [nine volume "H;':ur}. of Russia,” T 4
I story s55ia, i
disperse | Greet her with cymbals, with shouts and { Janua 3, 1868 i

| 3 I £ = \uary 16, 1858, at Masce n¢
The ranks of ugly tyrannies and, worse, hosannahs; Young land where the fields are un-j,, iy his pative :_"n‘";"ow' :l .1'hmr‘::t
The sodden languor and complacent sloth., Mingle her stars with the lilies of touched by flame, was a gr.é*at‘a;drni:::r“:)f. [Jn s Bengwind
Do not betray us, then, but come to be France. Where the.river's flood | Ludwig Bichner :ne f::.;“];‘ nl;’nﬁ!;ﬂ!};d
| L er, o 0 e heads of the

| Is water, not blood,

| Give ear as we cry in the old lands’ name then materialistic =cheol of Germany. One

Creation's crowning splendor, nor its Hear ye those drumbeats, insistent, com-

slave; pelling? d i i g

= 2 ; | 3 - : 1 . : ay his parents surpris i
Knowing our lives were spent to meke  Treading the path that their forefathers For the speeding sail ard the hurrying ,..-lf of hiI; room all ;l::?e}c‘l‘)]i;u?kot::ownmz
= " (b na g 1. e
you brave, trod, screw, : 2 ' '
' . ST 3 images of the saints. -
And that our deaths were meant to set| Count ye her armies, with ranke ever 'f‘_‘-_”‘-“-k' to you, erant father smiled. pr fThs- lear-m,:d, vl
you free. swelling, | With your treasures of tree-trunks and ' , . P b il . Wil deep psy-
iron and gold ! gist as he was, ieonoclasm to indif-

Instruments all of the justice of God.
—Beatrice Barry, in The New York

ference. His mother, who belonged to a

—Louis Untermever, in Collier's.
|noble Ukrainian family, smiled, remem-

And your treasures of manhood, the Old
World stands,

The latest edition of the Eneyeclopadia

!somewhat eceentric individual is now con- |
|sidered by the most competent critics the |
Jventral figure in the development of mod- |

|
!

. ~ :

America Embattled l Epg Riven and blasted, starvdd, cold, bering one of her ancestors, a considerable
RIDE of the Sea, in the light of the o Bereft' of its sons, its acres a-waste, ;philta:'.u_plh'.cal writer. She evidently be-

morning, ' l hc Bell'BUOYS Speak And reaches its hands for the help of your lieved in atavism.
Rise from your couch at the edge of the < . hands. ! In 1874 Viedimir graduated from the
world; HIPS t More ships! (cry the buoys Hista! % tha fivinik €hé don make""’“i""”“:’ of Moscow with a dissertation
Poised on the rocks, the twin oceann'At t;—swlr:: - .| ERE T ] d [on “The Crisis of Philost phy in Western

' e gates of the sea-ways). - > "OAf I e it

B i o8 ! : we bri o e MeS-| it funnel and mast on the broad sea-| Curope:” After a half year's instructor-
Count the bright stars in a standard s abndhion | lane! ship at his alma mater he travelled for a

long furled.
Rise in the splendor of youth and of

|

wave,

beauty, i slain

Out of a slumber that bordered on chain, Cry out throu . lafter his return, in 1877, he w. inted |

{ . ¥ gh the clang of our iron . + in 1877, he was appointed

. death; From the }!tormy east, from the swaying lips, associate professor at the L'niver??ty of
ETAVE Petrograd,

duty Of the dead who sleep

Start at the summons, and stir with

your breath. down deep,

Till again, again,

Star of the West, that the Lord of Crea- A brave halloo in the brave daylight,

' tion A clang as of arms in the haunted night,
Laid like a gem on the breast of the The soul of the ses, and the souls of the|
earth, : dead

When 2 child of the house is taught its Lighting the way of the slave to salva- | Unrighteously sped,
the land through our iron lips, |

| Cry out to

i Shipa! More ships!

tion—
Rise up in majesty, land of my birth.

shaming; | The smoking funnel, the tall pine-mast,
Liberty totters—America, wake! | The great, the small,
Stretch out your hand for the sword, The dragons of hell-fire are huntin
fiercely flamirg; them all,

Strike, for your own and humanity's| The s
sake, ' say,
Lo, she has rizen! The visions that bound But no less, no less,
her,
Wrapping her close in a fabric of
dreams, po fast]

Is borne from the east by the storming And
)4 {

As it tears at the hold of our anchoring

In their seaweed hammocks down deep,

teel of the fighters their lure, they And fierce disastrous strife,

| The babe and its mother their lawful prey. Still a tall lady in austere garments
Ships! (ery the buoys). They drown Comforting our human despair.

year and a half through England, France,
Italy and Egypt, increasing his then al-
ready enormous stock of knowledge. Socn

again, again,
. The need of the famished, the blood of the

Ships! More ships!
—Mrs. Schuyler Van Rensselaer, in The
North American Review,

After the aesassination of Alexander
II, March 13, 1881, Solovicfl, in a remark-
able lecture, later condensed in the form of

|a direct letter to Alexancer I1I, had the
courage to ask for the pardon of the assas-
sins of the “Czar-Liberator.” This settled
hie official career, and although he had
NO! | never been a great favorite with the Tehin
o | (bureaucracy), he and his literary activity
- h“e n;ll not slay the moon, | were henceforth more than ever watched
or s ;ia the fairest of the daughters of by the censor and the Holy Synod, whose
| LBus 1 i < l

g 'chief, Pobiedonostcheff of unsavory mem-
IO! the maidens of Olympos. lory, accused- him alternately of being in
the pay of the Pope, of the Rothschilds

g And though she be pale and yet more pale and the Alliance lsraelite Universelle!

Gazing upon dead men )
| Attacking the
Black Hundred.

Soloviofl, deeply immeised in religious
matters, in order to be able to go to the
bottom of the Jewish problem, studied not
only the Biblical but also the Talmudical

Daughter of Zeus
(For J. C.)

I Tuerons la lune.—Martinetti

Yet fPr us she is still a frail lily
| Floating upon a calm pool—

~Richard Aldington, in The Egoist.’

| Hebrew, and had, in 1800, the andsi,
forsooth, to defend, in a paniphle by
Jewish fellow citizens against the ahe.
| nious attacks of the Black Hundred,
| The last eighteen years of his [ifs S
;lm-iuﬂ' lived the life of a wandering phis
[ Yosopher, accepting the hospitality of hiy
' friends, among them the two Princes Trs
'betzkoi and Count Alexei Tolstol.
Entixely devoted to his work, ba can
very little for external comfort Over
| work undermined his hoalth, and Jaly i
| 1900, he died on a property belongiry %
'his friend and admirer, Prince Sergei Tro
| betzkoi.
The author of “The Critigee of
{ Principles,” “La Russie ot I'Sglise Univer.
selle” (written in French), “The Religion
Foundations of Life" and “The Justifia.
Ition of the Good" taok the keenest intenst
in the social and political life of his e
try. At the risk of persecution he fosg
for ahgolute freedom of conscience, ope
ing all forms tyranny and proby
against the cruel consequerces of econst
injustice under which the overwhesy
[ majority of his fellow citizens had
, suffer.

More Profound
Than Tolstol,
From his early youth he hecamesf=
believer in q ophical and e2a
truths of the religion of Christ—asdit
found, more lesrs
jreamer of Knep
s @ vonvinced niwem
(ireek Orthodor &
., The mainp=
or, wes fo
son are not ok

the philo

Tolstoi, but mors
than the
| Polnaya.
\of the union
| Roman Catholic ¢
fpusc of his activity,
that Christianity sir

mystic
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y sort of Neeld
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tonism, and he hLir
sian Philo.

The identity of
Hagin Sofia, the V
other words, the id
crete revelation of
the earliest times
consciousness
oldest Russian ch
the Divine Intelligence, and one ot
thost attractive features for the Rus
pecple in its Dream of Byzance s ®
sacred House of God near the Goldes Hert
built }':,' I-fn;;;r.r-;. Hel and whad #
the last 464 vears has been held by the ™
fidel Damanli

Ouzified as Greek
pears to us Weste
that there are in thiz world of ours &
100,000,000 people, from the hi:mfﬂ}
ured Boyar to the illiterate mujik, *
still firmly believe that the Deity bi®
carnated iteelf in the (according 1@
oldest and purest form of the Unive
Church, the Greek Orthodox. To M
rational interpreter of this ides 5
the world nt large was the self®
task of the life of Vladimir 5e
Solovioff.
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Telephone Brokers in
Japan

| In Japan, apparently, the m
| is not that the subscriber s mick
lor is not being connected qU ;
'but that the mﬁtrumenta are hard %%
tain,

In 1915 the city of Kobe had ¥
plications for urgent telephone
tions. Three hundred and e
granted by the Department of Com™
tions. In 1016 3,208 people
| applications; 700 were gran
" Why? There is no scarcity of
'ments. But the telephone brokef.
come a well established Inséi¥
Jupan. He obtains licenses @8
leases them to the highest b

: it




